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DANDRUFF IS AVOIDABLE 


HAT do all your graces and charms 
amount to if you have dandruff? Not 


much. Today, dandruff is an unpardonable 
social offense. 


You can’t afford to be careless about this 
condition which humiliates you and dis- 
gusts your friends. After all, it’s now no 
trick to prevent loose dandruff. 


You simply douse Listerine, the safe 
antiseptic, on your scalp full strength 
and massage thoroughly. 


Keep it up for several days and 


Lis 







then note results. You will be delighted. 
And even in the most stubborn cases there 
is usually improvement. 


While you are using Listerine this way, 
your head and hair will feel simply great, for 
in addition to its wonderful cleansing action, 
Listerine has a cooling effect upon the scalp. 


If you have any evidence of dan- 
druff, start using Listerine today. 
You will never regret it. 


Lambert Pharmacal Company, 
St. Louis, Mo. 


—and dandruff simply do not get along together 


























A forty-two-year-old Indian 
has run Milwaukee to 
hours and 17 


from 
Chicago in 19 
minutes. If he had been running 
in the opposite direction we could 


understand it. 


The 45th session of the Council 
of the Nations, at 
Geneva, was brought to an abrupt 
close Ministe r 
Briand broke out in a rash caused 


League of 


when Foreign 


by a dish of strawberries. Such 


eruptions are usually caused by 


diplomatic raspberries, 








JUDGING 


A drive 
any has been started in the city 
The Vv 


g business with 


yourself truck com 


of Chicago. should do a 
bi 


seeking pe destrians. 


vengeance 


The Sioux Indians of South 
Dakota plan to make 
Coolidge 


and are seeking a suitable nam 


President 
a member of their tribe 
for him. Suggestions 
from the flood area, however, will 


not be consid: red. 
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THE NEWS 


coming 


Mr. William Randolph Hearst 
is said to believe that the entire 
world should adopt the 
language. He 


English 
might try it out 
some time in one or two of his 


Tit wspaype rs, 


According to a repres¢ ntative 
of the Clean Language League of 
America, the object of that or 
ganization is to take profanity out 
A good 
way to go about it would be to 
first take out the 
Hivvers. 


of the American home. 


radios and 













Father works out the simplest method of entertaining his daughter's friends. 
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He Is My Friend 


He is my friend 
I could not gi 

A tribute mor 
Superlative. 





Fairy Tale 
The defendant was pretty as 
a picture, so the jury voted to 
hang her. 


i 


Another thing this world needs 
is a grape-fruit that can yell, 
“fore!” 


i 


Clarice (motoring )—I said you 
could kiss me, but I didn’t say 
you could hug Ine, 

Wilbur—Oh, I just threw in 
the cluteh. 

a 


Movie Star—Why did Roy lose 
his job with the company ? 

Comedian Well, some ome 
told him to throw the dummy over 
the cliff and he thought they 
meant the director. 


i 


Young Husband—Dear, our 
budget shows a big deficit for last 
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is 
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I sense his ardent 


Loyalty. 


He is my friend 
No matter wl 
I do or say 
He changeth not. 


He is my friend. 
His tail goes up 
When I approach— 
Delightful pup 


May doggish joys 
His days attend: 
Smells, bones and boys— 
He is my friend. 


-A. L. I 


¥ month. 
Wife—That’s just fine! How 
shall we spend it? 
/ i > ar —DLin Ibergh? 
\ 
; \ 
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Cyrit—That’s papa and mamma, but I don’t speak to them on 
the street 


“And the reason?” 


“Why, look at the car they drive!” 
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Ode 

(For singing by long distance YY ZILLA 
telephone ) 

O beauteous maid! As in the 


ancient isles 4 
Of Greece, some ardent poet, ° CF 
soul afire F, ZY 
Perchance assisted by Olympian LY 4 CG 
brew me | 
Would rise and smite his anti ( ‘ 
quated lyre; Z a SF : 
O beauteous maid, I sing as onc rat 


he would, 

That Delphic charm, that har 
mony of grace 
Which all are thine, and deftly 

celebrate 
The sweet immobile beauty ol 


thy face. 


Preserve thy hushed demureness, 
nor disturb 

The spell of admiration by thie 
sound 

Of human accents uttered. Do 
not spe ak, 

But, mystic silent, tread thy 
splendid round. 

Oh, never, dear, unveil that 
maiden mind 

In syllables; be still, and none 
may trace 

The awful, endless vacan \ by 
hind 

That sweet immobile beauty of 


thy face, 








Suertrr—Did ye ketch that automobile thief? 
Derputry—He was a lucky bird. We had chased him only 


mile when our 500 miles was up and we had to stop and change 


the oil. 
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egg, ‘“‘didn’t I tell vou 


that hard stuff?” 


ive you | 
on book? 

the only hook 
the answers to. her 
1 check book. 
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GING te GTAX © 


Vauiro Gonzalez 


e Ae : 


FOUR ROUNDS WITH 


Rounp ONE 

“CLANG!” sounds the metallic gong of time. 
Pugilistic history is measured from one “clang”’ 
to another. I watch Jack Dempsey, heavy 
weight champion of the world. This is in 
Chicago in 1923. In this workout he looks like 
a big animal. Disorderly hair—a sinewy back 
in perspiration shines as a mirror. The whip 
of ambition stings on the back of a primitive 
warrior. He responds with the fury of 
youth——— 

Morrison Hotel—a song from a _ bathroom. 
Dempsey in trousers and undershirt—a_ lion 
stretching in its cage! This is “It.” He rises 














Zz 


" JACK DEMPSEY 


to full stature. The brawny hand that is Jack’s 
shakes the puny digits that are my own. For 
the first time he poses for me. I study. Short, 
stubby nose, with a little ball on the end—the 
monstrous jaw of a cannibal. Under this coarse 
exterior the heart of a boy. He enjoys my 
grotesque impression of him. 


“CLANG!” 


Rounp Two 
“CLANG!” “In this cor-nah—Jack Demp- 
sey’’—a vaudeville actor. In that corner of my 
studio I draw a profile of his remodeled nose. 
(Continued on page 26) 

















How to spe nd ihe last three minutes of your 


How Retribution Came to 
Floyd McGee 

McGee was a_ truck- 
Not one of your truck- 


I loyd 
driver. 
drivers that use perfume, wash 
their necks and carry colored silk 
handkerchiefs—he was one of 
those strong, silent men. 

After having accidentally side- 
swiped and otherwise mangled 
several cars in the early stages of 
his career, the virus entered his 
blood, and from then on he was 
practically incurable. Diana must 
have been strongly placed in his 
horoscope, for he became an in 
veterate devotee of the chase. He 
would be ambling along at a 
canter in his cute five-ton Mack, 
truck 
drivers do) of nothing to speak of, 


thinking (as all good 


when suddenly a shy little Over 
land sedan, or whatnot, would 
More 
often than not his passion for the 
hunt would assert  itself—and 
then, little boys and girls, what 
fun! 


hrinkingly cross his path. 


Giving the “View-halloo,” he 
was off at once in pursuit of the 
unoffending car, 
spoor and stalking it down cross- 


following _ its 


streets, until finally in some lone 
alley the prey would receive its 
coup de grace, and, feebly waving 
its broken fenders, succumb with 
a squawk or two—or maybe a 
bleat, I don’t know. 

One day Floyd spied a majestic- 
locking, sleek Packard move 
lazily out from a side street. 
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Suggestion for grade-cross- 
ing signal, 


Immediately the lust for blood 
took possession of him, and, eyes 
glistening (for this was _ prey 
worthy of the name), he gave 
chase at once. . 

Over = subse quent events we 
draw the veil. Suffice it to say 
that Floyd McGee, 
of a blank than usual, had for- 
gotten that his trusty Mack was 
safe at home in its little bed, and 
that, as it was his day off, he was 


his mind more 


driving his own Chevrolet. 
—Hat Sa.Lispury 


Mirage 


Imagine being shipwrecked 
upon a deserted island, far from 
the paths of traffic, with a beau- 
tiful girl as your companion. 
Imagine building a snug, com- 
fortable little hut out of the drift- 
wood. Picture the stocking of 
the storeroom with many foods 
and useful 


things thrown up 


from the ship. Imagine yourself 
strolling under the wind-swept 
trees with the most wonderful 
girl in the world at your side, 
with never a thought of bill col 
lectors, book agents, work to mar 
the moments. Each day passing 
as a veritable gem in the crown 
of your existence; each more 
marvelous than the one before. 
Imagine the years drifting into 
the past without a single defect or 
Imagine all 
this! That’s as near as you'll 


a regret. Yes! 


ever come to it! 


—T. H. Warxins 
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Romance in the Big City 


He stood on the curb waiting 
for the flow of traffic to hesitate 
so that he might cross the street 
safety. On the 
side of the street, also 
waiting for the lights to change, 


in comparative 
opposite 


stood a girl. He caught his 
breath as he looked at her. She 
was the girl of whom he had 
dreamed, the one he had often 


pictured as his pal and helpmate. 

He would meet 
light 
would have to make 
excuse that he 


he ras soon as 
flashed. He 
that old, old 
“must have met her 


the green 


before.” He could manage that 
part all right. Then he would 
invite her to lunch, he would ask 


if he might call at her home. 
Slowly the friendship would pro- 
gress, would ripen into love. He 
would ask her to marry him— 


thev would build a house in some 


suburb, a vine-covered cottage. 


Then the light changed to 
green—and the girl stepped into 


a taxi and was gone, 

















WILL YOU LUFF HER 
IM_DECEMEER AS IN MAY 


Here’s a yell we picked up 
in the Criminal Courts Build- 
ing. A driver was being ea- 
amined by Magistrate Hinch. 
“I tried to blow my horn, but 


it didn’t work!’ said the driver. 


“But why didn’t you slow 
down instead of running into 


that poor old lady?” 
“Ok, 


queried 


his honor. boy!” er- 


claimed greasy Alfred, “That’s 
one on me, judge; I never 
thought of that!’ These 


bicycles are a terrible thing. 





IS PROHIBITION WORKING? 


A Nation-Wide Investigation Conducted by JUDGE 





“When we got here the legislature was in session” 


I] 
Drinking Through Georgia 


(The second report of JupGr’s 
trained investigators touring the 
country to determine the real 


state of prohibition.) 


Atlanta, Georgia, 
July, 1927. 
Editor JupaGr, 
New York City. 
We got vour letter 
South, so we 


about the 
Atlanta 
right away, because it is the big 


came to 


gest city in Georgia, which is a 
fine Southern state. Well, you'll 


be surprised to hear it, but Pro 
hibition is working great down 


here! All the pe ople are in favor 
of it! Everybody is interested in 
prohibition, too. When we got 
here the legislature was in session 


and we went around to the capitol 
to see the senators, but there was 
no one there but the janitor. He 
told us that all the 
were out investigating the liquor 
question, so that just shows you 


legislators 


how interested they are. 


Well, we ran into a Senator 


Boomer while we were investi 
gating our hotel, and we asked 


him, “Is prohibition working in 
Georgia?” He said it certainly 
He explained another in 
“Politics 
is the big factor in Prohibition in 
the South,” the 
his fine 


was. 
teresting thing to us. 


Senator boomed in 


baritone. ‘“‘That is, all 





the 


chiefs of 


and 
police Democrats. 
(A sort of secret Southern socie ty, 
I understand. ) If you are ar 
here they don’t ask 
did but what 
you're a Repub 
the law. Sup 


Senator 


senators and mayors 


are 


rested down 
Ww hat 
are. See ? If 


, 
lican, its 


you you you 


against 


pose now, the went on, 


vou were caught bootlegging 


were before 
tried. 


Democrat, naturally you voted 


and vou brought up 


me to be Well, if you were 
for me if I sent you to jail it 
that J 
which would be 
as admitting that I 
to jail, which, of course, 
against the 


only 


would be admitting was 


wrong, the same 
ought to go 
would be 
So the 
bad boys who go to prison 
for breaking the Volstead Act are 
the Re publicans, 
explained, “there aren't any Re 
publicans so that makes it easy.” 
“Are the 
Prohibition 7” 


sharply. 


Constitution. 


Howe ve r, he 


people in favor of 
Mr. Gordon put in 
“In favor of it? They 


love it!’ the Senator cried, clap 


ping his hands gleefully. ‘“‘Why, 
Prohibition has made the farmer 


South. Before the Volstead 
Act there were only a 


in the 
tew moon 
shiners in the business and they 


practically controlled the market. 


But now,” a warm light stole into 
the Senator’s fine old face, “all 
the farmers make money. They 
can’t supply the demand. Gen 


(Continued on page 27) 
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smirk and a mock bow, “‘to enter- 
tain you.” 

Someone chortled. “Dees he 
really know anything?” one 
youth asked. “Yes,” Merrill 
laughed, “he plays the radio 
fetchingly!” I heard my daughter 
whisper: “Fathah must have his 


| little joke.” 
| With kittenish grace I pushed 
° 7-1 | 











over the piano and let it drop on 
Oscar. Then with oafish play- 
1 | fulness I picked out Algernon’s 
























































daniayman 




















| 
| 
chin with one clenched hand. My 
| moment had come! Dropping the 
: mask of the good-natured parent, 
| I picked up Henry, who had re- 
cently developed his personality 
in two lessons, and slid him 
through a window. The melodious 
tinkle of broken glass as his hip 
pocket struck the sidewalk cast 
| a spell over me. I found myself 
headed for the incinerator chute 
dragging my daughter, a dear 
little thing who had become so at 
tached to her saxophone that she 
was too popular for words. Re- 
turning to the scene of my tri 
umph, I found that Wally and 
Phil (experts in double meaning 
| dialogue) had tried to elude me, 
| but, although they were out of 
sight when I reached the dumb- 
waiter opening, I cut the rope just 
in time. 
Cheese Then I went back to my pipe 
and book. 






































—GERALD CusGROVE 


Automatic cigar lighter. 


They Thought I Was Fooling 


I was smoking and trying to 
read. 

In the other room the young 
folks sat spellbound as Oscar 
talked. Suddenly I discovered to 
my horror that he had learned 
French in minutes that might not 
otherwise have been wasted, and 
was demonstrating his ability to 
order asparagus on toast. 

When the applause died down, 
Algernon took the floor. I knew 
that was coming, and before the 
crowd could sit fascinated by his 
quotations from a Scrap Book, I 
laid down my pipe and book and 
went in. I could not keep a 
twinkle out of my eye as I thought 
of the surprise I had in store for 
my daughter’s guests. 

“Permit me,” I said with a coy 
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Speeding up the national game—to fit the American temper for 
getting things done quickly. 
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Just a 


NIGH mae “i 


song at twilight 











about 8 P. M. up at Poughkeepsie. — -~y = 
California, here they come!” / At Teas 
; : OWLS Aa 
ee ee 
i alles 
| | 
But I’m jumping ahead of my I! 1 
story picture a seagoing = — 5 — 
yacht steaming up the Hudson, ~ SSG HAT- 
; full of beautiful gels, the boat, —_————— —— 
not the river, and included among 


— ews item 


The last gasp in- 
Jr.—tThe 


-Boy, how you 


the male a bird from 
California . .. one bim- 
hoes who talks in sub-titles and 
looks down upon us of the effete 
East as poor worms .. . picture 
him raving all one sunlit day Ys 


about the Golden West and the 
ibou 1e Golden est an ‘ an 


men among men who spring hag in le 


; ~ 

from its serl, pardon me, 

soil . . . his eloquence 1 tS 
nt 


f 


passenge rs, 


vented by Judge, 
field glass flask 
can see things ! 


of those 


memes 
Pr 


incréases, along with 


the number of cham- / $ ion” \ 

pagne Tom Collins’ f ate I \ 

he consumes, until { ' e j 

along about the ; | 

time of the races ? WS AS oF 


a secret mutiny ea 
has been formed },7%s 
for the sole pur- 
pose of pushing 


him overboard! 


— 


And then the 
race! .. Seven 
flashing shells slip- 
ping through the 
water in an unbroken 
except for the 
yapping of the son of—the 
West at my side ... and Cali- wi + 
fornia in the lead! ... I grabbed ~ 
a champagne bottle firmly by the 

neck, determined to launch the 
| native son on a journey 
nity, when... Ye 
Did my 





silence 





to eter- Keep your mind on the race, lads! 
gods ! 


eves deceive me? 



















\ \ I'll just 


LATS 


Columbia, the gem of the Hud 
son, the old oaken bucket, was 
creeping up and up and up, and 
when they shot out from under the 
old railroad bridge she was clear! 

I've never seen a prettier 
sight in my life! ... in that mo 
ment Columbia became a college! 


ah 


As the old Blue and White 
romped home a winner, we began 
singing, “California, here they 


come!’ and we never stopped, 
except for swallows, until day- 
break! , And hereafter 
when any Californian 
starts velping about the 
Ld wonderful West I 
won't say a word.... 
Wave a 
Blue and 
flag in his 


little 
White 


(\ 
SA face! 
oe 


> Speaking of 

Columbia, Dick 
‘ Hunter of 
Geneva, Illinois, 
sends in a 
delicious 


very 
recipe. 
How’ve you 
bee n! . 
half a lime and an 
equal amount of syrup. 
Add the squeezed peel 
and mash it all up with a 
Spoon. . « « Add 
four fingers of Bourbon or rye 
and a dash of bitters. . . Stir 
well, Add two lumps of ice and 
fill with syphon. 
Wishing you a Merry 
mas, I am, Yours 
Judge, Jr. 


Juice of 


three or 


Christ- 
sincerely, 


Cr~ 




















Retaliation 


On a pleasant Sunday morning, 
when all Nature crooned a 
ditty, 

Farmer Brown informed his fam 
ily, “We are driving to the city; 

Pack a heap of picnic vittles in 
the sturdiest of hampers 

And we'll leave the fields and 
meadows to the motorists and 
campers.” 

What a hustle—what a bustle 
what a shrill soprano shouting 

As they gleefully make ready for 
this unexpected outing! 

Father put the sportive flivver 
through preliminary paces 

As the children, now angelic, 
washed their grimy hands and 
faces 

And at last the folks were ready 
and the luncheon kits were 
lugged off 

To the = flivver, which, when 
cranked up, most astonishingly 
chugged off! 


Soon they reached the silent city 
and unpacked their full valises, 

While the youngsters chipped the 
curbstones and broke windows 
with the pieces. 

Down the broad expanse of Main 
Street saucy city sparrows twit- 
tered, 

For they'd never seen that thor- 
oughfare so peel and paper 
littered. 

Then the children chalked the 
statues of the city’s hallowed 
founders 

And they smashed the lights 
for trafic, sacrilegious little 
bounders! 

When the twilight tinged the sky 
light with a thousand ditterent 
colors 

They imbibed the final soda, they 
consumed the broken crullers 

And their tummy aches said finis 
to a day of urban frolic 

And they left the littered city for 
their bailiwick bucolic. 


—Artruvur L. LiepmMann 


ee 


Host—Darn the luck! Last 
night I had Chicago on this radio 
and now I can't get a thing! 

Caller—If you had Chicago, 
the set is probably all shot to 


pieces. 
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This is the face that launched —and this, the face that has 


. , ‘ ‘ 
a thousand ships sunk a thousand. 
l 





Venus Beach builds up an exclusive patronage by making 
entrance sylph like, eliminating those who are too broad to 


8 quee Se 


through. 
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Youth Will Serve 


ome of our grave and reverend military seniors 
S think Lindbergh is too young for high command. 
That’s bosh, and furthermore, tosh. The dogma 
that an old head is necessarily wiser than a young 
head is just about played out. For years it has been 
cited to hold back the eager advance of youth in busi- 
ness, in politics, in military affairs. Mostly it has 
sprung from the jealousy of elders, the fear, con- 
scious .or instinctive, of being shown up or shoved 
aside. We know of no proof that the world has 
suffered from the rashness of the young more than it 
has from the timidity and wooziness of the old. 
Lindbergh’s tact and genuine diplomacy have been 
more remarked even than his courage. His technical 
knowledge of aviation has erased the stupid legend 
of his “luck.” Surely the older generation will re- 
member a certain gray-haired naval hero of ’98 who 
failed to stand the gaff and guff as Lindbergh did. 
No, the country will not commit the crass folly of 
relegating this man to the back seats with the rest of 
the kids. “The time has come to subject air power 
to a critical analysis,” says Major Sherman of the 
Air Corps in his new book, “Only the scientifie spirit, 
which seeks truth wherever it may be found, is likely 
If Lindbergh 
hasn’t the scientific spirit and the statesmanship 
needed on that job, several millions of people have 
got him wrong. And we believe they’ve got him right. 
Mightier, however, than anything he may do to 
build up our air service, is what he is already doing 


. > 
to achieve any degree of success.” 


to lift up the hearts and hopes of young men and 
women, and to break the restraining clutch of age. 
“We, too, have wisdom, perception and poise,” cries 
Youth. ‘“‘We shall be heard, and we shall go forward. 
For we have a pilot and a leader at last!” 


Electricity and Individualism 


4 tide of revolt against the riveters is rising. 

Why the rearing of steel buildings has to be 
celebrated with such a devilish tattoo has long been 
an agonizing mystery. Now it appears that the 
silent process of electrical welding would be just as 
cheap, would reduce steel sizes because the loss of 
strength due to rivet holes would not have to be 
allowed for, would cut handling costs because blue- 
print layouts for riveting would be unnecessary, and 
would make just as solid a joint. Apparently the 
only disadvantage would be depriving the manly 


riveter of the joy of shattering the work, sleep, con- 
versation and nerves of his white-collared neighbors. 

Another neglected trick of electricity is the hauling 
of railway trains. Electric traction takes one third 
as much coal, It saves in train crew expense and 
locomotive maintenance. And it scatters no cinders 
“It is impossible to under- 
stand,” says an eminent engineer, “why in the United 
States the electrification of steam railroads has lagged 
behind that of Europe.” 

These are but two examples of the failure of our 
individualistic system to do the obviously right thing. 
Which recalls the definition given by John Clark, 
“Individualism may be regarded, not so much as the 
system calculated to get the utmost out of a people 
of extremely high intelligence, as the system in which 
human stupidity can do the least harm.” 


and belches no smoke. 


* * * 


A prize of $10.000 has been offered to the com- 
poser who can best finish the Unfinished Symphony. 
Admittedly a publicity stunt to increase the interest 
in Schubert’s music and in the approaching centenary 
of his death, this falls in the same category as play 
ing Hamlet in modern clothes, fitting out the Venus 
de Milo with artificial .arms and diagnosing the 
crooked smile of Mona Lisa as the effect of facial 
paralysis. This modern age seems determined to dis- 


pense with the j »ys of Imagination. 


They Call Him Chief 


| he RYONE whoo has ever worked under, with or near 

Herbert Hoover has fallen easily into the way of 
calling him “the chief.” Now the phrase has spread 
throughout the Mississippi region. ‘“‘Down there in 
the flood country,” says a correspondent, “‘everybody, 
rich and poor, white and black, call him ‘chief’ and 
his word is law.” Of course. He was on the job 
instantly. He went back to it as often as necessary. 
He will stay on it until it’s done. That is his habit. 
This man knows more about more things than any 
other high official in Washington. It is no wonder 
that there are persistent reports of jealousy against 
him on the part of those who are closer to the White 
House. Perhaps they fear him less for his many 
wisdoms than for his one abysmal ignorance, which is 
about politics. He is forever making ‘“‘political’’ 
blunders. And yet more and more non-political 
people are learning to call him chief. 
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Fatuer—TI get a good deal of consolation out of my twins. 
Frienp (startled How’s that? 


“Because they aren't triplets.” 


The Complete Speechmaker 


A Manual of Elegant and A ppro- 
priate Replies for Every 
Occasion 


By S. J. Pererman 


On Being Busted Out of Colleg r 
Shooting Craps 

President Crusinberry, Dean 
Vokes, Members of the Faculty: 
I can't begin to describe to you 
my relief at being drummed out of 
this regiment. I have spent the 
better part of three years in this 
internment camp, and when I 
think back over it I feel giddy. 
Believe me, I wanted to fold up 
my tents a long time ago and give 
this barracks the berry, but I 
forced myself to stay here just as 
self-discipline. But now that 
you have so neatly railroaded me, 
I want to express my sincere 
thanks to you all. 

When I use the term rail- 
roaded, I mean just that. You 
have been looking around a long 
while for some cheap stall to 
frame me on; some of the marks I 
got here made the rest of the 





prisoners look like a parcel of 
grammar school boys, and, in 
short, I was altogether too smart 
for you. Then you got sore be- 
cause I used to make up a little 
book now and then on the races 
at Belmont Park. Besides that 
you were jealous of the few pen- 
nies I used to pick up selling a 
quart of gin now and then to the 
brothers. It sort of grieved you 
to think that you'd never bumped 
onto the idea first; I’m wise to 
you, my bully boys! So you had 
the watchman snoop around and 
break in on what you thought was 
a big crap game. 

But the laugh is on you after 
all. We were only playing par- 
cheesi, and just because somebody 
mislayed the parcheesi board and 
I happened to drop some money 
on the floor at the time, you pulled 
an Arsene Lupin and diagnosed 
it as a real session. As if I'd 


waste my time on a paltry two or 
three bucks! Why didn’t you 
come around when we used to 
have a REAL game with REAL 
jack on the floor? God knows I 
would have been glad to take you 
over the high hurdles! 
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Tazi-Driver’s Child. 
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Well, boys, I can’t stand around 
here giving you good free advice; 
the old trunk is packed and I 
hear the 3.45 whistling down at 
Did I hear 


somebody mutter something about 


the grade crossing. 


twenty-four hours to get out of 
here? Say, gents, you must be 
senile to think I would WANT to 
stay around here’ twenty-four 
minutes more than I had to! And, 
by the way, there won’t be any 
use in sending me beseeching let- 
ters to come back once I’ve gone ; 
if the place goes to wreck and 
ruin it’s only your own fault. I’m 
going down to the Big Town to 
start a little three-card-monte 
racket with a friend of mine and 
I'll be too busy to answer your 
letters. And if you ever get 
train fare down there, look me up 
and I'll send you home clean. 
Shake bye-bye, lads, and don't 
dab at your eyes even if you do 
know what a man you're losing; 
I hate emotion. 


Try This Test 


A prominent automotive en 
qineer tells you ho fo 7 qn 





Whirling shee] 








The young lady tennis star, called upon to rebuke her boy 
friend for bad manners while motoring, finds that she hasn’ 


realized her own strength, 


the more common ailments 


your car, ) 


Valve Ss le tking—Lack ot pow r 








ind missing, especially at low 
sp ed. 


Excessive carbon Knocking 
sharp), and lack ol power, ill 


Sp € ds. 


Worn piston rings—Flouling of 


smoke. 


Lack of power, knocking, missing 


spark plugs, excessive blue 


s] ipping. 


Loose wristpins Mild knock- 
ing at low speed, increasing to 
tumult like a wash-boiler full of 


pool balls. 


Loose main bearings—Assorted 
knocking, sometimes disappearing 
in the clamor of high speed down- 


hill, Green smoke. 


Axle rattles—You can’t pos- 
sibly miss these. People on the 
sidewalk will generally flee into 
the nearest doorway. 


Pistons indisposed - Intermit- 
tent slapping noise, such as a baby 
might make with a hammer and 
samovar. Lack of power, fouling 
of spark plugs, violent retching 


by steering wheel. 


Battery trouble - 
knocking in starter. 


Mvsterious 
Lights go 
out. Lack of power in revers 

Luggage carrier falls off. 


—STANLEY JONES 
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TERRIBLE REVENGES FOR TIMID PEOPLE 
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Scratch Pads of Famous Men 
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WHAT.A LOVELY VIEW 
ENTHUSED THE DUKE 


“Here that awful 
shark person, so let’s beat it!” 
said a halibut to a carp one 
day. “Why?” asked Mr. Carp. 
“Oh, he’s always telling about 


comes 


catching a man ten feet long 
and letting him get away!” 
funned the halibut. Who said 
a fish has no sense of humor? 








Smart World Reads As City Swelters 
‘Book Mania Runs Riot Amid Haute Monde 


By Beat 


They have lots of 
literary girls 





b 
I'm a bookworm myself 
Coney Island, July 22? .—Sev up her hobby. 
eral days ago. so the story goes, cone 
two young beaux met on_ the school, 


Boardwalk at 
“Well, Bruce,” 
“T hear they re 
trouble 
hookworms.”’ 
Maxwell,” 


Island. 
Feinbergh, 


Cone V 
said 
having a lot of 
down South with the 

“So they tell ne, 


replied Kornbloom, 


“but we're having more trouble 
up here with bookworms!” And 
they laughingly adjusted their 


mogador scarves. 

I mention this anecdote simply 
to illustrate the trend which now 
prevails at this rendezvous of 
1] New Yorkers. 


socially promuine nt 


All the fashionable sports bad 
minton, squash, battledore and 
shuttlecock, and  immies—have 
fallen before the great new pas 
time, reading. Men whose hands 


were deformed from holding ten 
nis bats and niblicks have taken 
out the vy and 
lounge in hammocks absorbed in 


cards at library 


standard works, unmindful of 


court and link. Everywhere one 
sees people carrying or holding 
It is the 

This latest whis- 
pe red, was sponsored by the free- 
thinking, hard-riding, hot-weather 
the set, Miss 
Gretchen Ejisinwinter. Miss Eis- 
inwinter, one hears, has been re- 


novels. new craze. 


rage, it 1s 


leader of younger 


ceiving lessons from tutors in the 
art of the 
blades about her, eager for a new 
thrill, have whole-heartedly taken 


reading, and young 


PERELMAN 





Some have even 
so far as to register in night 
and it is no uncommon 
sight to see a Mercedes, a Lancia, 


a couple of Puegeots and half a 


dozen tolls-Royees drawn up 


Flatbush 


mode rn 


every night in front of 


Prep, where courses in 
literature up to Henty and Alger 
are given, 


Even at the exclusive Goldfarb 


Plaza, which is loath to accept 
new fads, Dame Rumor hath it 
that wealthy matrons have been 
observed glancing furtively into 


eed catalogues. 


‘ Encountering 
Mrs. Belmore-Finkle yesterday 
on the porch of her lovely villa, 


the “Dew Cumme Inne,” I in 
quired of her what book that was 
she had just been reading. “| 
hain’t readin’ no book, Dick,” she 
evaded, “I be 


lookin’ through it 


for a hairpin I done lost this 
mawnin’, oh Lawdy, Lawdy!” 
Gad, what a stinging wit that 
woman has! 

The Casa Minsky still con- 
tinues to be the fashionable place 
to dine and dances with the 
Brodsky Caseades a close second. 
The new summer revue, “Nude! 


man’s Nimble Ste ppers of 
moved to the Katz 


roof and has become a gathering 


] as Towe rs 


place for the horsey crowd from 
Grand Street. All in all, it looks 


like a big summer for the manu- 
white 
striped hat-bands. 


facturers of knickers and 
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or five thou- 


NE of the four 
() sand things that fails to 
work me up toa high pitch 
of indignation is the amount of 


money that the theater ticket 
brokers charge for seats. It 
should be understood at the out- 
set, of course, that there is no 


particular occasion for me to get 
mad about it, as I get all my 
for nothing. But even if I 
were a customer I 


seats 
paying have 
grave doubts that I'd stand up on 
my hind vell 


broker charged me more 


legs and when a 


for my 


tickets than the price printed on 
them. 

It seems to me that the authori- 
ties, in their recent campaigns 


against the brokers, have operated 
with 
which is a way 


characteristic unfairness, 
that the 
with them when 
theater. To de- 
able to get one’s 
box-oftice 


authori- 
ties always have 
it comes to the 

mand that one be 
tickets at the 
and without an advance in price is 
to demand that one be able to get 
suit at the Kuppenbaum 
factory and not be compelled to 


window 


one s 


pay the added price asked by the 
suit brokers, or, in other words, 
the retail dealers. In almost all 
lines of trade there are middle- 
men, and the ticket brokers, as 


I look at it, are middlemen 
just the same as Gimbel, Saks 
and Rogers Peet. Id like noth- 
ing better than to get my Gillette 
razor blades, for example, directly 
from the Gillette 
not have to lay 

or thirty 


age for them at the 


shop and so 


out twenty-five 


pt r pack- 


corner drug- 


cents more 


store, but it apparently can't be 
done, although I’d be willing to 
buy them in large lots. And so 
I no more can see why I should 


be able at any time to buy a dozen 
tickets for a theater party at the 


yy 
| 








G “be SHOWS* 


¢ by Geonpe Jeom Nathan 9 ( 


drama, and a bla 








Rio Rita” (Ziegfeld)—It will tickle your « 
"= Spider” (M Box)—Inge ert 
shindig 
“The ¢ I W ( 
Kalman’s ome ‘ 
clowt 
VMerry-( f Klaw if € 
ig8 alt 
Mel G W 
! gut e escay ¢ 
pr 
Grar Little) —Several 
£ 
4 Ni i 44 t The M. M 
Healy, Bak ‘ entertalr 
siderably. 
Hit the Be —I can’t say 1 
for this one 
read Ea Re 4 dud 
ef " I 
juins pet |} 
r W las Th 
Spi 
The La ( 
“Padl 7 t x G 
Percy 
one lo t 
E Mi " Margare M 
old farce stiil amusing. 
“Lombardi, Ltd.” (Coha Chea 
“Kemp” W r Feeble v } 
or two good pointe 
Desert ¢ € 
the y thing 
“—— re ~ ] ~ 
Har : 
a. a I Fr pire 
bouleva 4 j scast. 
l I gy’ +(Mitler)—D g 
x ard farce by Molna 
‘The Sq { Ba } 
mt ie 
( } bassa | 
song 
The us G Ar 
ce 
T Cc i T Maugt 
Tommy” (1 i me 
Saturday's h)—W 
by Maxwell Ander 
‘Mr Pim Passes By” (Gold 
by A. A. Milne. 
Oh, Ka Imperial)—One of the ree ia 
Abie musi “ 
Peggy-Ann” (Vander Moderate 
taming song and dance show. 
“Abie’s Trish Rose’ (Republic)—Benedett 
Croce is still to be beard from. 
“* Honeymoor Lane” Knickerbocker) —Con- 
en a) r ad Ww. 
Ir Abraham Bosom" Provincetown 
I | Greer 5 { the colored peyche. 


good one, 
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= a 
Ziegf 1 « Broadhurst or Belasco 
Th window and not have to 


pay a premium on them in one of 
the brokers’ pl 
If I am 
premium on my) ra 
shouldn't I be 
on mv thea 

The the 
ilways has 
aistrict 


tornevs, 


aces ot business. 


compelled to pay a 
blades, 
compet lled to 
ter tickets? 
ater, however, is and 
been the patsy of 
federal at- 
and 
and everything 


Zor 
W hy 
] ay 


one 


attornevs, 
cops, ne wspape rs 
Imost evervbod\ 


When any 
finds that he has a couple of hours 


one’ in 


cise 


authority 


hanging heavily on his hands and 
there is no one around to play 
p nochle with. he passes the time 


by kicking the 
pants. He 
number of 
vith the 
of. with the 


theater in the 
with the 


escape S. 


finds fault 
exits and fire 
tickets 


moral ¢ 


way are disposed 


ualits of the 


i‘ 
hows, with the Sunday night 
oncerts, with the w idth of the 


with the 
with the 


isles and passageways, 


ige of child actors, bare- 


ness of the girls’ knees, with Abe 
] riange rs bookkee per Lk e Shu- 
bert’s hat and a hundred other 
things. If the authorities ever 


ventured to bother Park and 
King & Co., 
bother the theater, 
take them 
lead them out 
and rub their 


ford or Browning. 
the way 
those 
I¢ rcibly by the 
into the back alley 
noses in the dirt. 
But, for one 
the theater m 


they 
would 


gents 


ear, 


reason or another, 


anagers allow the 


authorities to pester them to 
death. If a manager has a good 
show and finds that, though all he 


asks tickets is $3.85, the 


ticket brokers will gladly pay him 


for 


a smacker apiece more 


authorities to tell 
has no right to take 


If the 


(Continued on page 


he pe rmits the 
him that he 
the extra dollar. 
28) 


for them, 


broke rs, 
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If THEIR RECREATIONS WERE ADAPTED TO THEIR MENTAL AGE 
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ALL FLEsuH”’ is 

Emil Jan- 

nings, the German favorite, 

pulls this, his first American pic- 

ture, out of the and 

makes it a ve ry effective produc- 
tion. 

He is cast as a home and beer 
loving Milwaukee German of. the 
late nineties. He with 
one of those blondes in Chicago, 
bank kills a 
fight, and all together 


- HE Way oF 
movie. 


: r 
a good 


ham division 


goes native 


loses the securities, 


man in a 


has a usual night of good, clean 
fun in Chicago. They mistake 


the dead man for Herr Jannings, 
so he remains an outcast the rest 
of his life, home on 
Christmas eve long enough to peer 
in the windows of his old 
while the snow pelts down on his 


returning 
home 


broken shoulders—and it’s good 
nevertheless. 

The detail of his home 
done carefully—for once w 
a middle-class home in the movies 
that does not look like a theatrical 
rooming house. The story is laid 
on with a heavy hand, but this 


life is 


e have 


G the 


| 


| 





by Pare Lorent, 


Movies as Usual 
“Camille” —Miss 
an awful beating 
a radle Snatcher 
“Evening Clothes'’—Well, 
what you girls see in this Menjou persi 
It”—Did you read “Three Weeks 
The King of Kings’’—Religion out of H 


"*—Putrid. 


“Lovers’’—A fairly good picture, believe 


Mistake"’ 


Very, very bad 








I don’t understar 


Talmadge gives the old girl 


0 of the worst 

“Mr Wu'’—Lon Chaney goes to sleep with the 
audience. 

“Naughty but N Cinderella at Vassa 
Terrible. 

“Resurrection” pend your time reading the 

novel 

‘The Rough Ri Do you keep a f 
alt I 4 1 ep 

“ Ritzy”’—t Bronson grows up not | 





The Sunset Derby'’—Pop and peanut enter- 


“The Unknown" 
come relief 
“The Whirlwind of 
“White Gold”’ 
light 
Wolf's Clothing’’—Be 
listed here. 


Comedy and Such 


“The General'’—Buster Keaton's last one 
**Long onset Ditto Harry Langd 


Creepy 


Youth’’—Rotten 






“The Potters’—W. C. Fields trying hard u 
the ciret —s ices 
Running i The same comedia 
a worse ‘inelien 
‘Time to Love Raymond Griffith in a cl 


I roduction. 


“Wedding Bills 


The Better Ones 
“The Beloved Rogue’ 
one since ‘‘Dr. Jeky!! and Mr. Hyde 
“Chang —Still good 
“Metropolis’’—I don't know where it is, but 
you have the chance see it. 
“Secrets of a Soul’’—Also and likewise. 
“Stark Love’’—A cameraman with imaginat 
makes a fine picture 
Seventh Heaven A new and good actré 


ee this issue. 


4 

-_ “~, - wa 
\S Z/ WELLO, FIRE DEPARTMENT 
THIS IS CAL, CCOLIDGE 
ON MAIN ST! MY GARAGE 
Just BLEW Down! 
WILLIE, RUN OVER AND @& 
ASK MR. BROWN FoR | 
A COUPLE OF BUCKETS 





21 


A very good actress comes t 


—Barrymore’s only goo 


melodrama. A wel- 


tter than the majority 


f 





a ex 


| Ne tak 


4 a 


rc 
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fellow . 


for the camera, 


Jannings knows how to act 


and he dominates 


his pictures with a_ pleasing 
vitality. 
‘The Way of All Flesh” is 


liable to make 
The 


sure 


press-agent d as 


strong men wee p. afternoon 


I saw the movie enough there 
were several men weeping in and 
audience. I made a 
quiet canvass, and they all ad 
mitted that they were 
All except one 


fessed that he strong 
man until his girl, a golden-haired 


among the 


strong men, 


chap who con 


used to be a 


lassie from Port Chester, went 
away with a real estate saleman, 
but that since that time he had 
been living on gum-drops and 


home-made _ gin. However, 
frankly, I don’t believe the fellow 
was ever very strong. 


I" was a good week, what with 
Jannings and Raymond Griffith. 
The pleasant Mr. Griffith is the 
neatest comedian I 
seen in the movies, and while 


have ever 


they 


(Continued on page 29) 
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Picture of a college presi- 
dent choosing his board, 
CINCINNATI CYNI¢ 


Praised Be the Ford 
I think that I shall never live 


To see the really periect fliv. 


A fliv designed to satisfy 
The most exacting critic's eye. 


A fliv with power, pep and spe: 1, 
For these things are a flivver’s 
need. 


A fliv unlike in every way 

The awful flivvers of today. 
Flivs are made by Ford, I know, 
But only God can make them go! 
—DartmovTu Jack-o'-LaANTERN 


i 1 


“What is limburger cheese 
made out of?” 
“Out of doors.” 
Western Reserve Repcat 


i 


There were no very bad absent- 
minded-prof gags in 1926, but we 
did hear one about the absent- 
minded glue manufacturer who 
came home and pasted his wife. 

—Kansas Sour Ow. 


228 


It takes a brave man to be a 
burglar, for he never knows when 
some woman will mistake him for 
her husband and shoot. 

—Cincinnati Cynic 











Abie- 
de price of gasoline all de time? 
Garage Man—What do you 
care? You haven't got a ear. 
Abie—No, but I 
lighter. 
—SovTHern Cartir. Wampvus 


Vot is de idea of raising 


got a cigar 


i 


“Look at Dakota.” 
“Dakota? Where?” 


“Dakota got on, you boob.” 











—Prenwn Strate Froru 


1 Hoso How 
. ; Bumville? 
First Roman (at a Christian Darven — There's a wmile- 
massacre ) -We've got a capacity 
; : sie stone back there. 
crowd, but still we're losing Hono—But I dunno howta 


money. The upkeep on the lions 
. read, 


he va , aaceunai . 
must be pr tty he avy. Driver me That’s all right, 


Second Roman—Yes, sir; these , ~ : 
ere’s nothing on it. 


lions sure do eat up the prophets. 
—GRINNELL MALTEASER 


4}, 
ti 


—ReNsseLvaeR Pup 


i 
She—Why the patch over your 
“Remember, all’s fair in war,” eye? 
said the old maid to the invading He—Had a big blowout last 
soldier. —Vireinia REEt night. —Corne_Lt Wivow 
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“Say, Lucy, you little weasel, a man proposed to me last night.” 
“What! My dear Swastika, and you let him get away?” 
—Brown Jue 











LEADERS << 


Times are bad, son. I can’t let 
you have that increase in your al- 
: in fact, I think IT’ll have 


to cut it down.” 


lowance 

This, my chil- 

lren, is the student’s bad time 

story. 

—PrnNsyLvania Puncun Bown 
i 


Stu—My room-mate is electing 
geology and Italian this year. 
Dent—He must be studying to 
be a ditch-digger. 
—Co.tumBia JESTER 


i 


Lady—lI want to see some kid 
gloves for my 
daughter, pl ase. 

Polite Clerk — Yes, 
White kid? 

Lady—Sir! 

—Caroiina Buccaneer 


be ie 


é ight vear old 


madame. 


The Freshmen want to know if 


called the 
“destinies that shape their ends.” 
—Jouns Hopkins Brack 

AND Buive Jay 


the Sophs might be 





“What's the matter? You 
re look worried.’ 
“Work, work, nothing but 
ork from morning till night.” 
: low long have you been 
it it?” 

“OH! I 
MORROW!” 


‘Toronto GoBLin 


START TO- 

















Squire - How ean I tell 
whether a man is a Christian or 


a Moslem? 


Knight — Ask him for a 
cigarette: if he tells vou to go to 
hell he is a Christian. 

—Corne_t Wipow 


1 


Diner (trying to cut his steak ) 
—Say, waiter, how was this steak 
cooked? 


IV aiter — Smothered with on- 


ions, sir. 
Diner—Well, it sure died hard. 


—Yarte Recorp 





THe Victim—Gawd! I 
thought this was a_ barber 


shop! —YaLeE Recorp 


Landlady—I don't allow any 
games of chance here. 

Student—This isn't that sort 
of a game. My friend here hasn't 
got a chance. Brown JvuG 


i 


other 
night with Jack’s muffler w rappe d 


“Mary came home the 


around her.” 
“Was it that cold?” 
“No; they had a wreck.” 
—Trxas RANGER 
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ten dollars to go way out there. 





Lady—Are vou positive the Sé 


Is nde ? = Ne w? 


>: tect 
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vou remember a_ couple 





Hoh WM HY 


of 


weeks ago we told you about the 


ribly expensive? 


angelic place. 


felt hats and 


ever trimming you prefer. 
Surely, you can’t tie this? 


— > 


it. Well—it’s a horn and 


and treble. 


harmonica or an accordion. 


we understand, the very 


We imagine that it can be 


“Goofus.” 
on 


SS 





place of finale-hopping. 


They specialize 
really create the 
most adorable bonnets imaginable. 
And—my dears—only charge for 
the felt and the ribbon or what- 
Noth- 
ing for the workmanship at all. 


real name is Couenophone, but, 


angelic hat shop where you could 
get lovely hats which were hor 
Well, the other 


day we discovered an even more 


in 


We have had several inquiries 
as to the name, etc., of the instru- 
ment with the piano keyboard. 
So we'll have to tell you all about 
has 
about two or three octaves—base 
And when you hear 
it you can’t decide whether it’s a 


Its 


S50 


enter 
prising leader of the California 
Ramblers nicknamed it “Goofus.” 
had 
from any music shop where in- 
struments are sold, and we have 
a feeling that it’s better known as 


We are positively petrified for 
fear dawn-hopping has taken the 
It must 


not be, so we are going to do our 


gether. 


bit to sort of bring the two to- 
Since we have Lindbergh 


hats and Lindy slickers, etc., ete., 
etc., we see no reason why some- 


body doesn’t invent a dance 
called the Lindbergh Hop. 
Wouldn't it be utterly fasci- 
nating? 
> 
Far be it from us to steal 


the other day. A 
which is 


little 


only about an 


a lady’s compact. 





Judge Jr.’s stuff, but we did see 
the most adorable thing for men 
watch, 

inch 
square and looks very much like 
You push the 
stem and it opens just like any 


rst, 
| | | | | 


+ 


other watch, but aside from that 
the face folds out so that it can 
be used on a bedside table. Isn't 
that tricky? They are worn on a 
watch chain and we should think 
they'd be awfully convenient 
things. 


ss 
Have you been up to Post 
Lodge this season? It’s still 


about the same, which means that 
it’s a delightful place. They have 
good music, excellent food, very 
nice crowd and a trio which is on 
the order of Olsen’s trio. Son, it 
without saying that it’s 
splendid. Don’t you feel the 
slightest bit lured? 


goes 


Six Best Steppers 
“Hallelujah” (Hit the Deck) 
“Russian Lullaby” (no show) 
“When Day Is Done” (no show) 
“Under the Moon” (no show) 
“Doll Dance” (no show) 
“Flapperette” (no show) 


ees) 


Illustrating the Happy Ending 


Satan felt justly proud of his 
work, and grinned in anticipation 
of a well-deserved high moment. 
With his own deft hands he had 
fashioned the new cell, so mul- 


tiply insulated with thick as- 
bestos that no tiny heat wave 
could escape from the interior. 


Then had come wecks of pains- 
taking effort spent on the heating 
devices: first, the most advanced 
had 
been installed; next, huge lenses 
concentrated a super-sun’s rays 
in an unspeakable fiery focus on 
the plate glass roof, and finally 


design of electric furnace 


the immense grate was in position 
beneath, with a million tons of 
the sort of coal that operators re- 
These 
combined agencies had been go- 
ing full blast for eight 
hours now, to the utter destruc- 
tion of a meagre thermometer that 
would only register up to 1,400 
degrees Fahrenheit. 


serve for their own use. 


some 


Rubbing his hands, Satan ap- 
proached the telephone that al- 
lowed him to transmit speech to 
the occupant of the cell, and lifted 
the mouthpiece for the first of 
billions of taunts to come. 

“Is it,” inquired Satan cheer- 
fully of the tortured one inside 
who had used the selfsame phrase 


so often on Earth, “is it hot 
cnough for you?” 
—Wayne G. Hatsiey 
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The man who always decked his car with pennants—and— 
the reason explained when they are removed. 
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Barper—Now, 





this hair tonic, sir, is my own invention. If 


you find it at all injurious to your hair, I'll give you two mor 


bottles free of charge. 


The Blues 
Try and get ’em) 


I would buy my wife a pair of 
silk stockings for her birthday. 
It seems to be the thing to do, all 
failing. I entered a State 
Street shop. The clerk raised his 
eyebrows. 


else 


“I wish a pair of silk hose,” I 
replied. “Blue, if you please.” 

The eyebrows relaxed into un- 
derstanding. 

“Blue,” he murmured. ‘Ah, 
Delft, perhaps, or Nuit 
D’Amour, Powder, Periwinkle or 
Prune?” 

“No, thank you,” I said pleas 
antly, “‘stockings is all today. 
And in blue, if you please. My 
wife seems to affect them.” 


yes. 


The eyebrows arched archly. 
“The Federation de la Soie in the 
current Carte de Nuances speaks 
highly of Danube, Orchid and 
Nattier. Of course, for’ the 
street we have the reliable Taupes 
and Sterlings.” 

“Blue,” I said firmly. The 
supercilia waxed supercilious. 

“Lenglen, Robin’s Egg, Mid- 
night, Alice, Turquoise, Morning 


—Lonpon OPINION 


Glory, Atmosphere, Cobalt, Prus 
sian, Zaffer,” he chanted. 
“Blue!” I shouted. 


“Flesh, Ibis, Liseron, Polypic r, 
Yolk, 
Santal, Praline, Grain, Stardust, 
Nude, Youth, Moutarde, Bambon, 


Sevres, Prairie, Ouef, 





Wire—Far 


Portic 


a WAR 2 wn 
Cc 


he low 


Shell, Lulu Belle, Piping Rock, 
Polonard, Crane, Sea Foam, Tea 
Maiz Di 

] grabbed him and choked him 


| , Meerschaum 
until he was a faint but 
win the face 
“Listen, friend,’ I reasoned 
with him., “I do not want rien de 


distinct 
sacre ble 


tout or quelque chose; 1 care not 
for the Carte de Nuances or the 
Federation de la Soie. All I 
want is one of the simple chr: 
maties: Blue Do I 
get it?” 


He shook his 


until his 


as in bluing. 


head dumbly 
overtook him. 


“I’m sorry, sir. I’ve been here 


V oice 


three years and I can’t remember 
that we ever carried a simple Blue 


in anything.” His eve bright 
ened and his nimble brows grew 
positively gay again. “But, my 


dear sir, you should see the lovely 
shade of Pompon de PIPI that’s 
just = 

I shot him. There seemed to 
be nothing else to do under the 
And if I laughed 
as I did it, it must not be thought 
that I am wholly heartless. The 
echo of the shot as it returned to 
me from the silken draperies of 
the atelier said “Blooie” and I 
just couldn't help it. 


—Paut F. Warkins 


circumstances, 


\FUNNYBOVES— 


/ hanks for the lift.’ said the / 
climbed from \ 


ic surgeon chair. \ 


man, as she 


ANNI 


can see a long white street 


stretching out like a paper ribbon back to our hotel. 


Unpoetic 
taking us! 





Hvusspanpo—T hat 


hotel bill 


Passinc SHow 


must be the over- 


Soros 
Ne bi Bf 
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If Fear 


keeps you away from 
your dentist... \m, 


? 


< 

| a: . 
Pyorrhea robs 4 out of 5 

Many ills that shatter health begin in the 


mouth that is neglected. Pyorrhea, the frightful 


enemy that leaves in its wake such troubles as 





rheumatism, neuritis and facial disfigurement, 
wins only when ignored. Its hapless victims are 


4 out of 5 after 40, and thousands younger 


Keep Out of a 


Ic is folly to wait for warning s , for gums to 


bleed or to recede, for teeth to loose As health 
rrotection, have your dentist give teetha gums 
a thorough cxamination once every s months 
And start using Forhan’s for the Gu now 
This dentifrice, if used regularly and in tin ¢, 
warts Pyorrhea or checks its s ter course. 
Itis prepared for this purpose. ItcontainsForhan’s 


Pyorrhea Liquid, used by dentist ere 

It firms gums, keeps teeth snowy white and 
protects them from acids which canse « 
' See your dentist and start using Forhan’ 


today. Teach your children this priceless health- 


} 


habic. Ac all druggists, 35¢ and 6oc. 


a @ kk. f. 


Forhan Company, New York 


Forhans for the gums 


More eae Tae a Tooth Paste.... Is Checks Pyorrbea 


Sure Rel lef 


Formul 





















6 BELLANS 
Hot water 
Sure Relief 


ELL-ANS 


FOR INDIGESTION 












Forhban, D. D. S.} 








25¢ and 75¢ Pkg's. Sold Everywhere | 





¢ { Always insist upon having © 


ABBOTTS 

Tonic Appetizer 

For 52 Years BITTERS 
Sample by mail, 25c 

C_ W. Abbott & Co., Balto. Md 


BOW LECS? 


THIS GARTER (Pat'd 


Makes Trousers Hang Straight 
IF LEGS BEND IN OR OUT 
Free Bookiet—Plain Sealed Envelope 


The T. GARTER C0.°°""5. 07 fScpenire 


New Hampehire 









Judging the Stars 
(Continued from page +) 
This is 192+. The sheen of a 
polished pompadour glistens in 
the sunlight. He whom the gods 
would destroy they first make 
movie actors. The lure of the 
greenback 
its serpentine eves, 


gold has again rolled 
A maule r has 
grease-paint and 
powde r. The glare of footlights, 
the music of applause and _ the 
roar of the mob have playfully 
embraced a fighter. The lion is 
now docile with the anointments 
of prosperity. One more lusty 


succumbed to 


Spartan has vielded to the gilded 
sparkle of “theater.” 
Your humble servant, Jack, is 


not a sport analyst but a blunder 
ing artist making polite observa 
Yet the habit of wearing 
one’s self for the curiosity of the 
mob remains a vice. But it’s 
human, Jack. Soothing the old 
ego is common pastime. I'd have 
a glorious time carrying the en 


tions. 


chantment of laurels on my own 
worthless head. Of course, you 
are not responsible for the designs 
of movie producers. They have 
taken the shaggy eyebrows of a 
fighter and bequeathed you the 
pe neiled daintiness of a 
idol. Movie 
peculiar faculty for making a 
monkey out of anyone from Queen 
Marie to President Coolidge for 
the sake of the camera lens. 

Still vou are an_ intelligent 
gentleman. You have followed 
the dictates of contracts like a boy 
who knows the color of his simo- 


matinee 
directors have a 


leons, and how much real estate 
they will buy. 

I muse. Hundreds of thousands 
of dollars pour into the hands of 
prize fighters. I'd feel at home 
with a Mexican saber, but in the 
ring I can be smoothly sent to 
visit St. Peter. However, my 
fistic friends, if you'll allow me— 
where’s gallantry in this game? 
As a child I saw a daring matador 
risk his diaphragm for a rose and 
a smile from his lady love. And 
there’s as much gore in the horns 
of an angry bull as there is on the 
padded “mits” of an adversary. 
And there were no movie contracts 
waiting for the toreador who left 
his entrails in the arena with a 
smile. 

“Yeah, bo! 


good old day be} r 


“CLANG!” 


Them were the 


Rounp THREE 


“CLANG!” Jack Dempsey, 


ex-heavyweight champion of the 
world, swings at a fresh sparring 
partner. The smouldering wrath 
of a king who has lost his crown 
has torn loose. Rumbling echoes 
This is 1927. A de 
throned monarch wants his giant 
fists to beat at the golden portals 
of supremacy. And he wants te 
crash the gate. So he'll crash 
Sharkey first, he says. Sparring 
with half-closed eyes, like slits, 
he seems determined and sincer: 
about it. Two hundred and fifty 
thousand dollars notwithstanding. 


of carnage. 


“Como le va?” draws Dempsey 
from a limited Spanish vocabu 
lary. “Muy bien!” 1. answer. 
We shake hands. Shaking hands 
with Dempsey always gives me an 
inferiority complex. He could 
hold half a dozen of mine in his 
and break just about even. 

While lunching with Dempsey 
at his isolated cottage I make 
mental notes for this caricature. 
Leo P. Flynn froths with con 
fidence about his fighter’s ability. 
Jack eats. 

Now he I draw high 
cheekbones—like an Indian’s—the 
bulge of a brow and a massive 


pose Ss. 


neck. I exaggerate with more 
temerity than is my wont. It's 
ungrateful to draw thus when one 
has just enjoved breaded veal at 
LD Inpsey ’s own tabl ° 


“CLANG!” 
Rot ND For R 


“CLANG !”’ In the wake of 
these lines, Jack, you'll be fight 
ing with Sharkey. The result? 


Quien sabe? Who knows? Irre- 


spective of the outcome, there’s 
reason for eulogy. You have 


tolerance for the pesterings of 
ability to 
laugh at vour own caricature. 
You even 


our clan and a supreme 


sanction it with an 
autograph. In advance of the 
battle vou have scored a knockout 
on me—and with the pen! 

All kidding aside, Jack, I know 
I’m all set with you. The ferocity 
of this caricature may ruffle S¢ fior 
Sharkey’s sensibilities. That's all 
very good and gallant of me, but 
I hope 


doesn’t see it. 


someone in particular 
For in the back of 
my head lingers the fear that 
Estelle Taylor packs a dainty but 
disastrous wallop! 

“CLANG!” 
i oe 4 


He (mushily) — Thinking of 
me, darling? 

She—Oh, was I laughing? 
I’m so sorry.—Passinc Snow 



































Is Prohibition Working ? 


(Continued from page 7) 


tlemen,” he concluded solemnly, 

Prohibition has been a blessing 
to our state. I shall continue to 
vote dry as long as I live.” And 
we all bowed our heads and 
offered up a silent prayer of 
thanks while the bartender was 
filling up our glasses. 

We noticed another very good 
proof that Prohibition is working 
good here and that is that the 
wild drinking is all in the younger 
generation. Most of the older 
generation is dead. “There is 
practically no drinking among the 
children up to seven years of 
age,’ the President of the Chil- 
dren’s Aid assured us, “although 
we still have some trouble with 
the ten-year olds. Prohibition 
has saved our children, no doubt,” 
he added. 

All the people here say they 
will always vote dry and they 
seem happy and never go out to 
drink at nights but just stay at 
home. So I think it only shows 
what a great government and fine 
president we have. Mr. Gordon 
is sending the expense account 
and we like it all right here but 
it is hot and if it isn’t any troubl 
would you send us North? 

Boozy Warers, 


GuMsHoE GorpDoN, 


i 


Coming with the television era: 
I'll never speak to that woman 
again,” said she. ‘“‘What do you 
think she did? She called me 
long-distance ye sterday, and told 
Tre that I looked pale and seemed 


to have put on weight.” 


—Derrorir News 


i 


She—Why should I let you 
kiss me? 

He—Well, if you want a tech- 
nical explanation, that will take 
some time. It’s like this—— 

She—Oh, go ahead and kiss 
me, —Everysopy’s WEEKLY 
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“Two punctures and a blowout in less than a thousand miles, and all on that 
left front, too! Funny that that one tire seems to get all the trouble.” i f 
\ 


“No, because your other three tires are Kelly-Springfields,.” ABV. , if 
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27 
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WIFE 


a bit calmer? 


Judging the Shows 
(Continued from page 19) 


in turn, can make another dollar 
or two profit on the deal, with the 
full and even eager concurrence 
of the club trade, and the authori- 
ties put them on the rack for 
doing exactly what any other good 
business men would do, the 
brokers curl their tails between 
their legs and take it lying down. 

As I say, all this strikes me as 
pretty foolish. The brokers may 
occasionally swindle the boobs 
and suckers, but so do _ the 
lawyers, osteopaths, restaurant 
operators, orange-drink venders, 
corre spondence school professors, 
hair-growing experts and half the 
shopkeepers of the land. But, 
more often, the brokers earn their 
profits. Let us say that you come 
to New York and have picked out, 
as the shows you wish to see, 
“Rio Rita” and “The Spider,” 
both big successes. You decide 
that you will have nothing to do 
with ticket brokers and will try to 
get your seats at the box-office. 
You are stopping, let us say, at 


\ wy . IN 
iQ“ Z 





Don’t you think we should wait down here until it geis 


—Tir-Birs 


the Vanderbilt Hotel. You take 
a taxicab and ride up to the Zieg- 
feld Theater, get your tickets, 
and return to your hotel. With 
traffic conditions what they are, 
your taxi bill will in all prob- 
ability be more than the extra fee 
a broker would charge you for 
your seats, and you are out con- 
siderable time, cussing and en- 


AIW.\SS 






mother to say we were coming? 





Wire—That reminds me, dear. 


And it will be the same if 
you try to penetrate the street 
jams and are compelled to obey 
the present roundabout _ traffic 
regulations that will take your 
taxicab ‘’way over to Eighth 
Avenue on your way to the Music 
Box. In addition, you will ex- 
perience the discomfort of stand- 
ing in line at the box-office win- 
dow and the chance that the house 
is sold out and your trip will have 
been in vain. The brokers—all 
save two or three of the open-and- 
shut choice 
locations for you, will save you a 


ergy. 


yeggmen—will get 


lot of time, annoyance and taxi 
money and will send your tickets 
around to you so that you will 
not have to rush your dinner and 
get to the theater ahead of time 
in order to claim them. If all 
that isn’t worth an extra dollar 
or so, I am a damned bad mathe- 
matician. 


i 


Lady With Glasses—Our horse 
must be splendid, dear; they've 
made him give the others a start! 

—Passinc Suow 


2238 


A woman has married a man 
who returned a lost £10 note to 
her. And yet there is still a wide- 
spread belief that honesty is the 
best policy.—Lonpvon OPpiINION 


DSISZY AIDES 


I call my sugar waffle, because | 


she’s so waffy cute. | 





oan Puw—s 


Did you send that wire to 
—Lonvon OPINION 


























Judging the Movies 


21) 
““Wed- 


(Continued from page 
him a fair deal, 


Bills” 


never give 
ding 


unnecessary slap-stick and enjoy 
yourself. He plays the role of a 
professional best with 
refreshing vivacity, 
and better Griffith movies 
is a slogan which I freely 
over to Papa Lasky and 
Paramount Company. 


his 
and 


man 
usual 
bigger 
turn 
the 


(Excerpt from a poem written 
and accompanied on the organ by 
Mrs. Jesse Crawford at the Para- 
mount Theater on the occasion of 
Mr. Crawford's vacation.) 


“Fri-day night at twi-light 
Jes-se went 
Need-ed a va-ca-tion— 
Work-ing night and day— 


a-W ay, 


“Left me by my lone-ly 
So I'll have to play 
By my own-some 
And I must say 
That I’m might-y 
When he’s 


on-ly 


ner-vous 
aWwer™ «= 6 


“So I took our ‘lit-tle 

And tucked her ‘under’ 
At Sun-down 

And she said a pray’r 
For Dad dy 

And one for ‘Lin-dy’ 
At Sun-down 


won-der’ 


“I’m sure they heard her 
In Heav-en 

Then to my sur-prise 

Tears filled her eyes 


And she said—” 


We are glad to report that Mr. 
Crawford has returned from his 
vacation, 

. 


“Would your experience con- 
firm the popular notion that there 
sense of 
said the 
prison chaplain. 

“Well—no. There may be ex- 
ceptions,” returned the chaplain, 
“but, generally speaking, I find 
thieves just about as bad as other 


people.” 


honor 
visitor to the 


is a among 


thieves?” 


—Tit 
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Judge pays $5 for each one printed 


is better than usual, 
and you can go and overlook the 


Genuine mules’ kin. | 
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IT’S THE YOUNGER CROWD THAT SETS THE STANDARD! 


— LDP 


crowd if you want the 


to the younger 


right word on what to wear 
And 


notice, please, that the 


or drive or smoke. 


particular cigarette they 
call their own today is one 


that you've known very 





well for a very long time. 
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What a whale of a difference just a few cents make! 




















You'll be crazy about 





THE 


Crazy Number ‘Sea SICKNESS) 


—in the roughest waters. _ This ap- 
P alling nausea is unnecessary suf- 
of i fering. Mothersill’s prever ats Travel 
Sickness on your journeys by Sea, 


Train, Auto, Car or Air. 31 
7sc. & $1.50 at Drug Stores or direct 
The Mothersill Remedy Co., Ltd. 

Ne ed York Montreal 

4 London 
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It’s going to be a lulu! 





NEXT WEEK — 
ALL NEWSSTANDS 


25 (Gars 
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Big Contest! 


Examine the drawing care- 
fully, then read the rules 


of the Commuter Contest 





Contest Rules: The object of the contest 
is to find the commuter in the above crowd 
who is reading Jupce. To help you along, 
we have already written out the answer 
Just mail it to us with five dollars and you 
will get a prize every week for 52 weeks. 


' JUDGE PUBLISHING COMPANY, INC. ; 
| 627 W. 43d St., ' 
: New York City : 
' I found the ma ° 
: ' 
: Here is $5 for one year of JUDGE - 
' $ for 21 weeks of JUDG) ® 
: , 
: 

* Name 

' ; 

' 

. : 
| Address ' 
. ' 
. ' 
; ' 
1 City ' 
‘ ‘ 
‘ ‘ 
’ ' 
* State ° 
4 ' 
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Submitted by M. P. Kelley, Waxahachie, Tezas. 


Horizontal 


Name a small descendant of Eve's traducer 
What should tired business men do with ther 
evenings? 

What is the call of the Charleston? 

What does Reuben lose when he tries a she 
game? 

What is Volstead’s farce called? 

Name something precious to most women, 

What Biblical character was stoned? 

What word pertains to every bonehead? 

What is the call of the inebriate? 

What is the big stick of today? 

What means just nothing at all? 

What abbreviation is used to mean “others of 
a kind’’? 

What do American fliers possess? 

What did Nurmi usually do when he ran? 

What do most people do when they should reduce? 

What comes between nine and elever | 

on Sunday evenings! 

Name an indolent tumor of the skin. 

What kind of people often give you a trimming 


What is the comparative degree of a word mean- 





ing big, fa 
What little w like manner”? 
Name a part « » “to be.” 

What insect has a reputation for hard work? (Not 





your old man.) 

Name a note in the acale 

What are Judge, Jr. enthusiasts troubled wit! 
Plura 

What does divorce do to the chains of matri- 


Where does the golf dub’s trouble start? 

What is dix to a Frenchman? 

What is there about women’s dresses that comes 
higher each year? 

What is the bar sinister to the feminine figure? 

Give another name for a fine or penalty. 

Name a primary color 

What is it to feel pain or trouble 

What is a tiresome movie? 

What is it to seek alms with firearms? 

What is the title of a high church official? 

What is useful? 

What is it we have around us all the time? 

What catches many a poor fish? 

Give the name of a fabulous bird of prey. 

Name a much used little conjunction 

How did the doughboy feel in the trenches? 

What force runs the machinery of govern- 
ment? 


” 
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Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed. 
Vertical 
2. Name something frightful. 
Vhat did Mr. Babbitt put into his business? 
5. What instruments are useful to surgeons? 
f What is there between England and France? 
Init 
7. What makes many an artist scratch? 
8. What is always laying 1 the farm? 
What people walk in p ry? 
10. Name a tree of the olive 
12. Give an exclamation of delight. 
14. What is a backwoods maiden called by her 
pappy? 
15. If three cops raided a speakeasy, how m 
would take a drink? 
17. What is usually hanging around a movie hero’ 
neck? 
18. Name something shady. 
20. What do you find in the Tabloids? 
21. What is it to give assistance? 
24. inrefined. 
27 steppers step? 
20. What is usually seen around the dogs? 
What does it mean to « ish? 
32. How do you like after-dinner speeches? 
34. What is often met at the village post-office? 
5. What fell awhile ago in France? 
7. Name a kind of tree. | 
38. What word means to seep, or soak? 
40. What did Zev do to win fame? 
41. What do Yale boys play football for? 
47 What people live in a country shaped | ke a boot? 
48. What is hard to find during football season at 
any universit 
4 What is New Jerse y society to New York society? 
5°. Name something which never dries uy 
What name is associated with New Have 
Conn.? 
55. Name something ever green. 
56. What did a famous conference do in Geneva? 
57. Who was made famous by his mummy? j 
59. What goes with a dash? | 
60. What flits from limb to limb? 
61. What is often at sea? 
62. Name a title of respect. 
64. What word means “of secondary importance "? 
66. What denotes the middle position? | 
68. kind of houses were great men of the last 


ration born ir 





s an abbreviation for Established Church? 
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Or Ward and Vokes? 





Judge’s Own 


Contributor’s Corner 


Arthur L. Lippmann 


Who does not know those side- 
Weber and 
and Mack? 

Or Savoy 


plitting comedians, 


Fields? Or Moran 


and Brennan? Yet how few 
know that our own Arthur Lipp 
mann is none other than—vye 


ive guessed it 

Arthur is an 
old trouper; for years he was a 
trained seal with the Sells-Floto 


Circus, but gave 


gentle reader, vo 


Arthur Lippmann. 


it up to take over 
a responsible position as a buffalo 
m the Sioux reservation, where lhe 
writes that his 
bath 


water-cress 


is doing well. Hi: 


hobbies are embroidering 
and collecting 
of which he has se 


yn warm, sunny days he is often 


nats 


veral cans full. 


to be seen in Times Square, clad 
h clout 
glasses, plashing gently in the 
fountains. Arthur is the only 
Oriental on the staff; he is a 
Manchu boy and his favorite 
sport is Nanking. He will be 


eighty years old in June and lives 


only in bree and sun 


only on roots and berries, with an 
oceasional shot in the arm in the 
cold weather. 


RAT SAACHS 


Am~ . Give a sentence withthe word 7 
Defaulter, J’ =,\)) 
Debate and _' - 
Deficient” fe 
It’s defaulter HY 
lehcient 






iehate 








IN HOTEL 


EVELAN 
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“Public Square, Cleveland 


OTEL Cleveland 

offers a happy— 
and seldom-met—com- 
bination. In location 
and cost it is like a com- 
mercial hotel, for it is 
on the Public Square, 
convenient to all parts 
of the city, and many 
of its choice rooms rent 
at $3. 


But there the com- 
mercial aspect ends. 
Luxurious furnishings, 
quiet and friendly serv- 
ice, exceptional food, 








an atmosphere of refine- 
| | ment all combine to 
| i} make Hotel Cleveland 


seem more like a private 
club or splendid resi- 
dence. And that is why 
“Clevelanders prefer the 
| 
| 


Cleveland” — and why 
travelers agree with 
them. 


HOTEL 
CLEVELAND 


Every room with bath. Servidor 
service, floor clerks. Three din- 
ing rooms and Lunch Room. 
Garage service. 
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disaster. It is true I had drunk 
a good deal; but my nerves were 
steady, I knew what I was about, 
and except for a slight feeling of 
unusual vigor, possibly of daring, 
I was quite normal. Even now I 
cannot account for that fatal faur 
PE8. 22 

I only know that when Goomis, 
after the usual apology for his 
lack of forensic ability, cleared 
his throat and began: ‘“‘That re- 
minds me of the story of the 
Scotchman who took his wife for 
an aeroplane ride—now stop me 
if you've heard this one———” 

I stopped him! 

—Lonpon Opinion 
i 


The emigrant was buying his 
ticket at the shipping office. 

“And what about your trunk?” 
demanded the clerk. 

“For what would I be wantin’ 
a thrunk?” asked the bewildered 
emigrant. 





‘To put your clothes in, of 
course,” replied the clerk. 

“What?” cried the scandalized 
emigrant, “and me go naked?” 

—Tir Birs 
1 

Wife—Every time you see a 
pretty girl you forget you’re mar- 
ried. 


a 
Husband—You’re wrong, my 
dear. Nothing brings home the 

F am | af 














va” 
Ser, GFGeq, 
- ’ we ae z Jf ? fact with so much force. 
p —Cuicaco Tripune 
1 
Wire—Golf, golf, golf. I really believe if you spent a Sunday Betty—Have you any green 
at home I should die. : lipstick ? 
Hvuesy-—IJi’s no use talking like that, my dear; you can’t Shop Assistant—Green  lip- 
bribe me. al Paes . stick ? . 
Betty—Yes, a railway guard 


is taking me out tonight. 


A Social Outcast —Everypopy’s WEEKLY 
Q" course, I shall have to leave 


town and attempt to begin 
all over again where my past is 
unknown. I cannot remain here, 
where my office associates eye me 
pityingly, knowing that the new 
sales manager, Mr. Goomis, has 
given me to understand that my 
time is up at the end of th: 
month. And what I did seemed, 
at the time, so trivial! 

My blunder occurred at a little 
dinner given by the office staff in 
honor of Mr. Goomis. All had 
gone pleasantly enough; Mr. 
Goomis, who sat at my right, 
' seemed to take a particular in- 
terest in me. And when, in re- 
sponse to the general demand, he 
rose to “say a few words,” I sank 
back contentedly enough, cer- 
tainly with no presentiment of 











Taxt-Driver—Nah then, Ben ’ur, not so much of it! 


—TatTier 
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TWO OTHER FELLAS 


“Hullo, hullo, hullo, old thing! When did you get back 
from the Benighted States?” 


“Bout a fortnight ago, old chappie.” 

“Tell me, old fellow, did you see anything interesting ovah 
theahr”’ 

“Be gobs, an’ I did that, me laddy buck!” 

“Vell, vell! An’ vot vas it you seen?” 

“Wall, I bane tell you! A new book!” 

“Merci! vous le fournier n’est-ce pas?” 

“Ach Got! Vata volume! It is full of new ways to make 
dreenks!” 

“Lawdy, man, you ain’t foolin’, is yo’? What all’s the name 
of this heah book?” 

“Tt’s called ‘Here’s How!’ and it’s by a chappie named 
Judge, Jr., and it sells for the ridiculous sum of one dollar!” 

“Not rully! By jove I'll have to send for a copy!” 

“Do that, old bean! Simply send a dollar to this Judge, Jr. 
fellow, at 627 West Forty-third Street, New York City, and 
he’ll mail you a copy!” 


“Thanks for the tip, old chap! Toodle do!” 














1a’ i PS 


~- 


ee 


a 


‘cee SS ue ee et 

















Ssh! 


@@Gentlemen: Bill is our official 
young man about town. Last week, 
by the triumphant look in his eye, 
we knew he had made a Big Dis- 
He had—and, noble 
youth, he shared it. ‘Boys,’ 


cove ry . 


he said, ‘there’s new hope 
for us. ve found a mixer 


Ssh! 
Ssh! 


Ssh! 


that makes you think 
your 777? is old enough 
to vote. Remember 
the name, Silver 
King Fizz. Pve 
tried it with my 
stock. It does 
wonders! 
Judge Jr. 
was right 
when he 
said 
‘it’s a 
wow!’ 


Yours truly 9 9 


SILVER KING FIZ 


That Marvelous Mixer 


It’s here — ages it; mellows it and adds a touch 
of sparkling exhilaration that will 


the mixer every wet : : 
- make you think of old times. 


has been wishing for 
; Lots of people prefer Silver King 


nd how at on take sk! we : : : 
And how it has been taken to flask Fizz straight. It is a sparkling, pure, 


Man-to-man endorsement of what 


WAUKESHA 


Silver King Fizz does has sold car- 
loads wherever people respect thirst. 
Silver King Fizz has Mineral 


Water from the famous Silurian 
Spring as its base. The rest is a se- 
eret blend of fruit juices and other 


healthful ingredients. Result: Magic! 
It takes the sharp edge off what 


you've got; s-m-o-o-t-h-e-s it out; 


MINERAL 





WATER 


refreshing beverage with an ingra- 
tiating fruity tang. 

Two other delights: 
SILVER KING EXTRA DRY 
ginger ale, and 
SILVER KING MINERAL WATER 


Both born at the Silurian Spring, 
these beverages are appreciated 
by people who enjoy delicate 
differences, delectable subtleties. 


<a 
COMPANY, WAUKESHA, WISCONSIN 





